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Ac r IJ. Scene I. 


Surnzr Os rz, 8 6 | 


45 x 1 <> „ 
thrown 


J. 255 / 1 8 of And put * weary Needle in it's 
Caſe: 


— IND | 


The Thimble, which I bought at Tott'nham Fair, 
Tve leit at home, and here : am come for Air. 
Suk. Oh! Mz/ly WWheedle, ſure our Caſe is hard, 
To work all Day, and work for no Reward ; 
A 2 Behind 


0 Not all the meereſt Youn 
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Behind a Counter, like our Canbrick, hem'd, 
We to eternal Labour are con 'd: 
And if, as fitting at our Work, by Chanee 
Our Eyes on ſome ſpruce Paſſer- N ſhould glande, 
An haughty iſtreſs, at whoſe beck; 
We're forc'd to be. gives us a ſaucy check ; 
Or, ſent on Buſineſs, if we chance to ſtay, 
Her Tongue reminds us of it all the Day. 

Mal. Nay, when at Night, with odious Wok 

we're tir'd, 

* Air is a thing unreaſonably defir'd : 
* York-Building-Stairs unfit for modeſt Faces, 
* The Park, and both the Temples filthy Places ; 
Not one poor harmleſs Walk is to be found; 
+ Ev'n Covent-Garden is forbidden Ground! 

Suk. I could my fad, my curſt Condition change 
With any Seamfiref of — New Exchange ; | 
For they can unſuſ caſt an Eye 


* 


On you 9 What d ye buy? 


« way Reſpite from fatiguing Work they know, | 
In ſelling of a Ribband to a Beau; 

* While we! 

Oh! Wandeln Thame, 

* Our own deplorable hard Lot to name; 

of the Trade 
Are forc'd to work fo or us d ſo bad: 

* There's no one's Fate that can with our's compare, 
In all the Streets round Covent-Garden-Square : 
* Nay, not the Mantua-making Throngs 
Fare worſe at Paulin s, Torkington's, or Long's. 


Mel. Oh! curſt Indentures, which have Pow'r to 


bind, 4 
In ſpite of Inclination, Woman-kind : | 
Send me a Huſband, Heaven ! for only he 
Can melt the Waxen- Seal, and ſet me free. 
Bleſt Marriage! wiſh'd by us to be enjoy d, 
Thou mak'ft the muck more hateful Obligation void. 


AIR 


Io let 


Sur 

Goof 
How 1 
Both it 
Be gay 
Silent: 
Oh! 5 
Indeed 


Saint 


M.. 
We're 
We ca 
Indulg 
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Note 


buy? 
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AIR I. Trip to the Laundry. 


Toys attend the married Life, 
"Tis the happy Woman's Lot ; 
And by Jove I'll be a Wife, 
If a Huſbands to be got. 
Fools may ſay, the firſt Month over, 
Man and Wife are Dog and Cat ; 
But for one Night with a Lover, 
Molly fewears ſhell venture that. 


SCENEIL 


Sox EY, Motry, GoosEQuiLL, FIERIFACIAS. 
Gooſeq. Ha, Sukey Ogle here, and Molly Wheed!e ! 
How fare the Operators of the Needle? 
Both in the Dumps—Plague drive — your Sorrow, 
Be gay To-night, what e er you are Tomorrow 
Silent and ſullen ſtill! —Fie, what d'ye mean? 
Oh ! you're polite and troubled with the Spleen ; 
Indeed I thought (for which I ask your Pardon) 
Saint James's was not ap'd by Covent-Garden. | 
M:1. Sir, do you think becauſe that all the Day, 
We're forc'd to whip and ſtitch the Time away, 


We can't, at the Return of happy Night, 


Indulge the Vapours to be thought polite? 
Fier. Fuc. Wounds! you ſhall find /m no ſuch filly Elf, 


To let you have the Ladies to your ſelf. 


Gooſeqg. Well ſaid, Friend Feri Factas, let em know, 
Tho' Country bred, you nexe ; drove the Plough. 

Fier. Fac. Gad, tho myQualiftication3 are not many, 
Thoſe few I have, I think as good as any. 
Know, my dear Laſs, that tutor'd inthe Law 
L underſtand each little Quick and Flaw : 
[ boaſt ſuch Strength in my ſurprizing Head, 
Pve drank you Fox-hunters a Dozen dead; 
Toft Stingo off, full Flaggon after Flaggon, 
Spew'd Latin out, like Fire from any Dragon ; 
Made, for one Word, a Brice of Bloc kheads Lght; 
Set them to Law, and ſo got Money by 
90 by your Lœave. 

941 Suk. 
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Suk. — Hold, Sir, and not fo free, 
So ſtrange an Ape won't down with me—— 
Molly. Nor me. 


AIR II. Charles of Sweden. 
I 


Sukey * The Mankindin different Shapes, 
Can difguiſe their Paſſions ; 


© Some there are but Women's Apes, 


* Some but Apes of Faſhions. 
Fieri Fac. Women are, _—_ a ; 
Apes of Folly's making tao; 
«* Mimicks of what others do, 
© Upon all — 


Molly. Tom we hnow, by common Rule, 
* Imitates his Grace, Sir; 
* While bis Lordſhip plays the Fool, 
© But to ape his Race, Sir; 
Sooſeq. Betty, proud of wanton Eye, 
* Apes the Airs of Quality, 
* Floping ſbe one Time may lie 
In ber Lady's Place, Sir. 
III. 
Fieri Fac. * She cube at a civil Kiſs, 
Seems ts make a Pather, 
Mon t take ſomething elſe ami/;, 
* If ſhe apes her Mother. 


Sukey. * Spruce Lawyers Clerks, in dreffing, ſhow 
* Themſelve; as Mimicks of the Beau; 


He and the Butte:fly, ave knaw, 
* Are Apes of one anather. 


Fier. Fac. Wounds! ſince the Minx is ſaucy, let 


her oe, | 
I warrant yonder Girls won't uſe us ſo. 


SCENE m. 


Tam, STAYTAPE, Sunk v. 
Stay. O Sukey, Sukey, do not turn away, 
Let me conjure you for a Moment ſtay ; 
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Do not, unkind, contrive to treat me fo, 

Becauſe Il am a Lover and a Beau; 

Believe me, and you ſhall my Paſſion ſee, 

As honeft as a ſober Cit's can be. | | 
Suk. You gay and lively Sparks thatknow the Town, 

When your wild Eyes are on a Seamſtreſs thrown, 


Wait but the Time, the Time, too oft bewitching, 


When you, at once, unravel all her Stitching. 
Trim. Who can be falſe to one fo fair as you? 
You can command your Vailil to be true. 


AIR III. Oh Mather Roger, with his Kiſſes. 


By this Kiſs, your Lips are ſweeter 
N Than the Damaſk Roſe, I ſwear ; 
Molly. Co, thou flattring, wheedling Creature, 
Hu are but in Jeſt I fear; 
Trim. JT your Equal never knew, 
Molly. Don fay ſo, don't ſay ſo. 
Trim. Rot me if I tell not true, en 
Molly. Lard, you'll! — Lard, you'll ! — Let 
me go; 
For I ſhall, if here I flay, 
Credit every word you ſay. 
Trim. Tis but in vain my Dear attempts to fly, 
She can't eſcape ſo bleſt a Dog as I. 


SCENE VV. CTAYTAPE, SUKEY. 


Suk. Oh! let me beg you'd to the Part repair, 
And be affur'd I mean to meet you there; 
From yonder Piazza approaches one, 
If ſhe ſhould fee me with you, I'm undone; 
Her Tongue's ſo glib; no one can *ſcape it ſcarce, 
The moſt cenſorious in the Univerſe! 
Stayt. Grant but a Kiſs, to cheer me, and I grg 
Suk. There take one, Pihavy ! 5 


SCENE V. 


Sul. alone. The C reature is ſo ſlow, 
What Fool would ever countenance a Beau \ 


O he 
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O he is gone, and yonder do I ſee 

Pleadvell, the Man, the only Man for me; 

Well have I done, to drive my Fopling hence, 

Fools muſt, of courſe, make Room for Men of Senſe, 


SCENE VL 


| Pl. EAD wELL, Suk Ev. | 
Plead. My Sukey here, hence Buſineſs I remove, 

Nothing ſhall now employ my Thoughts but Love, 

My pretty Girl, whoſe Induſtry prepares 

The neateſt Linen that her Pleadævell wears; 

My eager Heart within my Breaſt does beat, 

To be ſtill nearer yours whene'er we meet. 
Suk. O could I think that you indeed were kind, 

That Sukey Ogle only fill'd your Mind; 

I ſhould be bleſt but oh ! I find too late, 

was not born to ſuch a happy State, 


AIR IV. Mary Scott. 


* To folliſh Heart, too ſaon yeu prove, 
* Mankind's Inconſlancy in Love ; 
Had not thoſe Vows, to you be ſexore, 
* Undone a Thouſand Maia, before? 
Do they not, while they all purſue, 
Per ſuade each fimple Mid they're true? 
* Make it their Buſineſs ta decei u us, 
© Court us to Ruin, but ts leat”? us © 
Plead, Drive theſe fad Thoughts away, and know 
that I, | | 
| Sooner than break my Vows to you, would dye, 
* Cloſe in my Heart, I always keep my Fair, 
Pm not at Veſtminſter but you are there; 
This Fringe, which to the Ruffle you u. d ſew, 
A Meomocrandum is, where-e'er I go. 5 
This your own Empire in my Heart ſecures, 


The Neatneſs tells me that the Work is yours; Pleac 
Beholding this, I hall, I muſt be true, 
My Band obliges me to think on you. _ Suk. 


enſe, 


* 
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Sul. Can you believe I have ſo little Senſe 
As to be pacify d by this Pretence ? 
No, no, tis palpable, and I can fee | 
Theſe Complements were not deſign'd for me: 
Your Melly Vheedle's is the happy Lot, 
And wretched Sukey Ogle is forgot. 
But I will wake the haughty Huſſey know, 
She ſhall not think to carry't always fo; 
I eldeſt *Prentice am, and will not be 


_ Rivall'd by ſuch a faucy Slut as ſhe. 


That I am pleaſant with the Girl, is true 
But that's to hide the Love I have for you. 


AIR V Ine ling. 


Plead, How ſtrangely you miſconftrue all I do; | | 


Read. By of Mien, fo modeſt, becoming your 


ace, 
By your new-faſbion' d Coif, which you wear 
with a Grace, | | 
By all the fine Furbelows, Ribbands, and Lace 
I fevear I am true to my Sukey, dearSukey 
9 : 


By the Flame you once ſaid 1 could ſend from 
theſe Eyes, | 


By the Falſbood you practiſe, yet think to diſ- 
gui ſe, | 
Þy your flattering Tongue, fo well furniſt d 


with Lies 


N Sell mee ee oy, 
— your poor Sukey, gar 


Tou E sauer. 


By the Faith I ſo often have plighted to you. 
Which, fo — heard, FR. 


found true: 
By my * which I open, expoſe to your 
iew ; 


The Joke is fo flale, it no longer will do: 


* a 
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Plead. By all the old Oaths, and a Thouſand quite 


Your taper Needle is not half ſo ſmall. 
Al. The Bloom upon my Topknot may decay, 
And Ruſt may take the Razor's Edge away; | 


7 
REW 3 | 
Suk. Tho' I know yeu are falſe, you'll perſuade me By freq 
vou re true, | | Nor ca 
And once again ruin poor Sukey. So will 
Plead. *'Olet me perſuade you, dear Sukey, Ec. * 
he N 
SCENE VII. * 
| 41 "fy 
* Stayt. alone. Juſt Obſervations I have watch'd to 
make, | « If ye 
On what new Turn Affairs of Love will take; Tim 
So Pve put my Journey, on a dark As 
And needleſs Errand, to St. Fames's Park. - | 
I fancy Madam ſmokes, for all my Dreſs, Al 
That tho I ſeem a Beau, Pm ſomething lefs : | - 
Or elſe ſhe'd ne'er have ſent me thus away, Trim. 
To let another Suitor come in play. Mol. 
Pm ſure, tho? ne er ſo oſt they turn me over, Trim. 
There's not one Shred the Taylor to diſcover. Mol. 
But if my real Shape in View, | Trim. 
Tu 610w the Barber, them ſcorn him too: 9 
Iwill not be, that's pon, the only Failerz Mol. 
For Trim ſhall never triumph o'er the Taylor. Trim. 
SCENE VII Ar: Plainſtitch's Houſe. _ 
Tam, MoLLr. - Tri 
Trim. The beauteous Dye, which o'er, your ,_ Ms 
Cheeks is | There 
Rivals the flaunting Topknot on your Head : Tr 
Blunt is the Razor's Edge, to that keen Dart I ther 
Your Eyes ſend forth, to ſtrike each Gazer's Heart. Ao 
Your ſnowy Breaſt, the Dwelling of the Loves, Hoy 
Are whiter than the Kid which makes your Gloves: BP er 
Your Hands, which give me many a gentle Rap, | WC 
Far ſofter than a Velvet Jockey-Cap : N 1 
Then for your Waiſt, which comprehends my All, F 4 4 
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By frequent Uſe my Gloves may dirty grow, 

17 a Waſh — White w 4. ; 
So will you find the ſofteſt Velvet Cap 
Grow rough, when Time has ftole away its Knap ; 
The Needle break, my Beauty fade, and prove 
Indurable and brittle as your Love. - 

« Trim. If no Court-Airs your Senſe and Reaſon 

© taint, 

If you refrain from Ratifea and Paint, 
Time ſhall not any Thing ſo laſting prove, 
As Melly's Beauty, and my ardent Love. 


AIR VI Jeci loves his Maggy dearly. 


11 


Trim. Could my fond Endeawnurs move you ? 
Mol. What, my deareſt, to be doing? 
Trim. To believe how well I hwe you. - 

4 Mol. We ſbnuld make an End of wooing. 
Trim. My Love never | 
|: More would waver. 
| Mol. Shall I now your Honour try? 
Trim. Make Probation 
Of my Paſſion. 
Mol. Dear Sir, ſtay till by-and-by. 
Bleſs me, I hear a Noiſe ! 
Trim. What's to be done? 
Mal. Here, here, for once into this Cloſet run: 
There ſtay till all is ſafe. 
Trim. gut are you ſure 
I there from Danger ſhall be quite ſecure ? 


Mal, Ay, ay. [ Puts him into the Cloſet. 
Hoi v can I ſpend my Time fo much amiſs, 
To entertain fo ſtrange an Ape as this! 


| Yet, Molly, by your Leave, for all your canting, 


His Company may ſerve, when better's wanting. 
Nay, he may do, ſhould Plots elſewhere miſcarry ; 


For he's a Fool the fitteſt Thing to marry. 


AIR 
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AIR VII. Soldier Laddie. 


The Laſs, who would over her Huſhand bear Rule, 
To eu ber nice Judgment, muſt fix on a Fool; 
And tis twenty to ten but ſhe finds him the Man 
Who'll leave her to manage her Cards as ſhe can 

| But ſhould the dull Coxcomb a Retrogade prove, 
And endeavour to flint her in Pleaſure and Lowe; 
— muſt ſupply thoſe A i ſtants to Life, 

F as 


SCENE N. 


PLZADWZLL, Suk EV, Mor. 
Suk. Molly at Home ! 
| Mol. ————— Sukey with Pleadwell ! ſo, 
1 now begin to find how Matters go. | 
Plead. Molly, how do'ſt ? 
Mol. I fee, I ſee the Cheat; 
Go, Sukey may be fond of the Deceit. 
Plead. What do you mean ? | 
Mol. You knov!, baſe Man, too well. 
Plead. Nay, hang me like a Dog if I can tell. 
* Sub. I fee it plain, this hated Conſerence 
« Proves all his Words to me a meer Pretence. 
Vet, Sir, you might ſome ſmall Good-nature ſhow, 
* And not inſult a wretched Woman fo. 
Mol. Deceitful, | 


Suk. Perjur'd, 
Mol. ———— Baſe, 

Suk. — Ungrateful 
Bath. Man. 


Plead. Zounds, hold your Tongues, if Women 


ever can; 
* True as the Sun; | 
Suk. —— —Falfe as a Man can be. 
Plead. Faithful— | 
Mol. To her, perhaps, but not to me. 
Plead. What in this Cafe can one poor Mortal do? 
The Devil ſcarce knows how to deal with two: 


Nay 


he apes the Huſband, let her act the Wife. * 


* 


ſhow, 


ſomen 


ne. 
tal do? 


Nay 
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N the greateſt Rake of all the Gods) 
N find he play d againſt the Odds. 


AIR VIII. Blowzabella. 


1 


plead. Dot, my deareſt, be ſo cruel, } To Sukey. 


To ſuſpet I'm falſe to you. 


To ny Love, my life, my Jewel, } To Mallj. 
M 


| ly fond Heart is ever true. 
Mol. Think not all theſe meer Pretences 
Can your perjur'd Heart diſguiſe. 


Suk. 2 ou ſhall not delude my Senſes, 


Nor can I diftruſt mine Eyes, 


Mol. This Uſage I never will bear : 


Suk. What Toerments I u 


Plead, Faith, Ladies, 'tis ſomewhat unfair 
Ta teize a poor Creature ſo. 


Mol. Baſe Deſigner, Underminer, 


Robber, Stabber of my Fame. 
Suk. Cruel Evil, perjur d Devil, 
I may juſtly ſay the ſame. | 
Mol. Han't you been all the Cauſe of my Puin ? 
lead. Hanf I pleaſed you again and again? 
Suk. Han t you often ſeduc d me to [ll ? 
Plezd. Did I ever againſt your wil ? 


SCENE X. 


PLEADWELL, Mrs. PLainsTITCH, MoLLy, Sox. 


Plain. Bleſs me, a Man! incorrigible Jades ! 
What are you both for driving diff rent Trades? 
Nay, ſpeak not, Huſſeys, for tis plain, tis flat, 
"Tis not the beſt of Work you have been at. 


Plead. Thad too much for Man to bear before, 


But my ill Stars muſt trouble me with more: 


O Perſecution! Perſecution! ſure | 
* No Man three tattling Women can endure: 


* Nay, one, 'cauſe Fate the Work would fully do, 


Is able to out-talk the other two. 
Plain. A clever Fellow tho and neatly dreſt; 
1 vow the Huſſeys have a pretty Tafte ; 
| A 


Tis 
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Tis true, the Faſhions they don't rightly ken, 
But they judge excellently well of Men. 
What do you ſtand unſeemingly to gaze, 
And ftare your idle Fellow in the Face: 
Out of my Sight I ſay, another Leer! 
I will have no ſuch filthy doings here, 
« Minxes be gone. | 


SCENE Kl. 


PLZADwELL, PLAINSTITCH. 
No, Sir, I beg to know 


The Way I mean to go; 


| Hold, I'd have you ſtay, 
I, on this Head, have ſomething elſe to ſay. 
Plead. Good Gods, what Miſchief have I 
- _ © cauſe to dread! | 
For ſhe undoubtedly will ſcold me dead. 
Plain. Indeed Mankind are menſtrouſly to blame, 
To tempt poor Girls to Infamy and Shame: 
« *Tis and infamous, by wheedling Arts, 
Thus to enſnare poor heedleſs Virgin's Hearts. 
Plead. Hear me, and then condemn me if you can. 
| Pad, The Way u keep her Tate from being long 
P, he Way to r in x 
Is to confeſs. 4 In, I own re: fu 
Plain. | know the Methods, ſuch as you would take, 
Strong you undo, and then e: 
A thouſand Arts, and Stratagems you try, 
« Finiſh your filthy Work, then caſt it by; 
Like a new Piece of Holland fine and white, 
Jai newly bleach'd, attractive to the Sight, 
ou keep one Miſtreſs till you fancy more, 
And ſhe becomes the worſe for being wore: 
Then when the Rage of all your paſſion's gone, 
She and your Shirts are both beſtow'd on Jh 
Plead. How long is this damn'd clak of her's to go! 
May a poor Man have leave to * or no? [Afede. 
Plain. L. + ſingle Word, while I my Thoughts 7 0 
Pe 


Thoſe Eyes, thoſe killing Eye ——— 
Pl 
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As I, in Juſtice think, I can't do leſs; 

F irſt, to inform you of the burning Shame, 

In doing of a Thing fo worthy Blame: 
Second, the World's Reproach to bring in View: 
Thirdly, the Horrors that of Courſe enſue : 
Fourth . the Terrors of the World to come: 


Fifth] 
Plead —Your Chaſtiſement—tremendous Doom! 
Madam, once more I do entreat you ſpare 
This Perſecution, which I cannot bear. 
Plain. Nay, gentle Sir, but don't imagine I 
Would all your Sex's Priviledge deny: 
But yet, methinks, you ſhould not fix your Care 
in ruining the Things you ought to ſpare. 
If you a noble Conqueſt would ſecure, 
You ſhould addreſs ſome Woman more mature: 


One on whoſe ſtern and awful Brow appears, 
The Ripeneſs and Diſcernin 


e 
One, who the | 2 
— would y och a one, as me? 


Plead. I like the 1 


Oh! how m nnr. | 
I own, dear you | have touch'd my Heart 


in. Nay, pray be huſh, 
For if you talk thus, you will make me bluſh. = 
— Who can forbear? Let the vain Fool, who 
nows 
No more of Woman than the Outſide ſhows, 
Encourage Madneſs in a youthful fit, 
And pine Ce ſome poor | Yo ſkittiſh Tit: 
I, who have felt a ques more noble Flame, 
6 * Can laugh the fooliſh, Girl-ſcorn'd Wretch to ſhame. 
Paſſion does at higher Objects drive, | 
It the piercing Charms of Fifty-hve. 


AIR IX. Geminiani's Minuet. 


Nature paints a Scene 
In the Sor pring of Green, 


Fills with _ Bloſſoms the m_ 3 


16 TheRivar Mittinens: Or, 
— coming on, 


5 
| Autumn is the Time 
When the Grapes in Prime, 
Ripe, round, plump, and full of Juice. 
Plain. I fwear, if thus your goes on, 
1 ſhall, almoſt, conſent to be undone. 


* Plead. O let me, now Time does my Flame 


© DoallIcan, to witneſs how I love. 
* Plain. Can I reſiſt? It is in vain to try; 
There's ſomething in him I can neer deny. 


[Afde. 
AIR. X. The Lads and Laſſes, in Dr. Fauſtus. 


Plead. ; wp ! ! 
222 


my Boſom panting, 
© Grant — as. know is wanting. 


Plead. 
to bleſs me ; 
* That I will-—— Ay, I will, 
Plain. = De if you dare. 
Hun « s, within. 
Hough Hough. 
Plain. — | Oh, bleſs us! 
 Plead. — — What's the Matter now? 
Plain. Oh, I am ruin'd paſt Redemption! 
Plead. — How ? 
Plain. Nay, alk no Queſtions, but prevent my 
Fate; Be 
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Be ſwift, and get out of that Window ftraight. 
Plaad. Madam, your good Advice I will purſue. 
[Gets out of the Wi indow; Trim burſts out of the 
Cloſet, and attempts to do the ſame, but 


flicks by the Way. 
SCENE XIL 


Tarn, Mrs. PlLaixsrircn. | 
Trim. So, if my Legs will let me, I will do. 
Plain. Oh! — 
SCENE XIE. 


Hunks, Tam, PLainsTITCH. 

Hunks What's the Matter? 
Plain. ————Hide me from the Sight; 
Aide. For yonder Thing's a Robber or a Spright 
uſtus, Look to the Rogue. 

Hunks. Once more I aſk the Matter. 

Plain. Secure the Thief: Is this a Time to chatter ? 
What do you gape at? —— 

Hunks. I am in a Fright ; 
Run ſome, and call the Monarch of the Night. 
Thieves, Thieves there are, Pm ſure I'm in the ( 


5 
n, 
Flame 
deny. 


right. 
Wing. © Trim. How bad Luck does e, as 
ting, poor Trim _e wo 


* Has thy ill Stars done this, or Madam's Whim ? 

I can't get looſe ; what now will be thy Lot? 
Ty Into a — Pickle thou art got: 

* Thy Head was never, ſurely made to plot. | 
Hunks and Plain. Why Robbers, Murd'rers Thieves 
and Villains ! 


SCENE XIV. 


Hunxs, Taix, ConsTaBLEes, Warcumen, PLAIx- 
| STITCH, Surety, MoLLy. 
ow 2? Conſla. Where? 
Plain. Secure that bloody- minded Robber there. 
_ Ms 909 ns my Beau !—Pray Heav'n he don't 


be That I have entertain'd him as a Lover. 
— MY Con flu 
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Conſta. Seize on the Dog, make him I fay, fecufe. You'd | 
Trim. O barbarous Fate! Muſt I all this endure ' And ne 


Thus, on his Knees, behold an humble Beau, Then 
Begs that you would ſome little Mercy ſhow. So take 
Hunks. Zounds! to an Horſe-pond with him. Plaii 
— | There 


They'll ſpoil my Cloaths, the Taylor is unpaid ; 
* Pity my Fate, and be not too fevere. 
Hunks. * 'Sbud, what, the Devil, Bufineſs have 
| you here? | 
Plain. Within the Cloſet, filent as a Mouſe, AIR 
The Rogue was hid; tis plain to rob the Houſe. 
« Confta. Bring him away——plainly the Caſe ap- Sukey. 


© I read his guilty Conſcience in his Fears. 
Trim. O Woe! 
Conta. —Come on; ſuch puny, whining Fellows, 

Such driv'ling Dogs as you, diſgrace the Gallows. 


AIR XI. The Sun had laos d his weary Teams. 


Trim. Yet, yet, your cruel Orders flay, 
Revolte a Fate ſo evil; 
And do not let a Rope convey, 
Your Darling to the Devil; 
There's nothing which ſo much I dread, 
Not cen a painful Banging ; | 
Nay, Marriage is nat half 2 bad, 

God's curſe my Soul, as Hanging. 

Gals 'Tis plain the Rogue's a Thief—no more 
elay, | 
But bring the poor diſheartned Cur away. 

Trim. Ii this Affair is carry'd on with Rigour, 
Trim will at Tyburn——cut a naſty Figure. 


SCENE XV. 


« W 

Hounxs, Plalxsrircn, Suxey, Mollr. 4 
Hunks. 'Tis living ſingle, makes ſuch Rogues as * T 
Imagine they can rob you when they pleaſe ; *D 
But would you take a Huſband to your Side, * 
Make me a Bridegroom and yourſelf a Bride; You 


You'd 


more 
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You'd be releas'd from every triffling Pain, 
And never ſtand in fear of Thieves again; 
Then be perſuaded, to be free from Sorrow; 


So take a Dram To-night, and me To-morrow. 
Plain. It is in vain to ſtruggle or to fly you, 
There's nothing in this World I can deny you. 


SCENE XVI. 
Suk EY, Mor Lx. 
AIR XII. 7 owe thee, by Heaven, I cannot ſay more. 


Sukey. A Spark and a Dram cure every Ill, 
And Women will never forſake them ; 
They're better than Ward's Drop or his Pill, 
For all Conflitutions may take em; 
They're what the fly Prude, her Niceneſs to ſhete, 
In Publick may furiouſly drive at; 
But yet all the Sex will with Sukey allow, 
They are ſpecial Specificks in private. 
Mol. Madam, you may rejoice, for you, I find, 
Have got the Art to make the Temper kind; 
Sure you imagine you muſt happy be, 
In gaining Favours ne'er conferr'd on me. 
Suk. That I convey'd him hither, is as true, 
As that I brought him to be kind to you; 


| But don't imagine Ill fit gms | dovn, 


Cry like a Babe, and my Misfortunes own ; : 
No, the fair Court-like, Coach-commanding Dame, 
Cannot be more above the Senſe of Shame 

Than Sukey Ogle, —T'll the worſt defy, 


Ful at as the, and bear my Head as high. 


c ht — that, dear Madam, who will make a 
Doubt, | 5 

Whole Troops of Lovers joining in the Rout; 
Are Wuneſſes of your too raging Flame, 
To triumph, like great Ladies, in your Shame. 

* Suk. There you and J are even, both have long 
* Dwelt over Tea, upon the Goſſip's Tongue. 

Mel. Nay, Madam, this may be a Joy to you, 
You have the Shame, but have the Pleaſure _; ** 
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While I ſupport it, Patience, if you can, 
Have half the Shame, and you have all the Man. 
* Suk. Do not infult me, Madam, tho' you've got 
* The greateſt Prize, and I th' unhappy Lot; 
© You've miſt of Lovers, when you would have 
had 'em, 
© So we're upon the Par, as I think, Madam; 
© I brought the Templer hither, with Deſign, 
For one ſhort Minute, to have had him mine; 
* But you were planted ready here to prove, 
A Bar to wretched Sukey Ogies Love: 
* You and your Beau before had hither got, 
And Time enough to do you beſt know what. 
Mol. You have a Beau as well as I, dear Miſs, 
From whom thoſe Lips have oft received a Kiſs; 
«* *Twixt you F've ſeen—O Stab to Woman's Fame! 
« Suk. — What you yourſelf would do, 
Mol. ——— Zuçt bluſh to name. 
AIR XIII. New Pierot. 
* What when they've been left alone, 
Have ber Beau and Sukey done? 
O Lord, Madam, nothing more, 
«* Thou pert Molly had before. 
* Tather Night, 
* In my Sight; 
. Vere you not indeed to blame ? 
* Would not you, 
| 6 Be ſo too; 4 - 
« If th Occafion was the ſame ? 
#-£ iy vo {ow AAR 
* Poor beedleſs Hearts to win ; 
« The ſelf ſame Arts you, Madam, try, 
© To draw poor Creatures in; 
* To tight a deal your Stays you lace, 
| * Yau paint and patch your ugly Face; 
Suk. * But dum t you ſee, 
aucb Degree, 
© The Woman ads like me ? 
Suk. Say but another Word, or right or wrong, 
And Fl out your ſcandalizing Tongue ; 


Your 
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Your Cheeks ſhall owe their Bluſhes to a S! 
PU tear Heart out, or Fll tear your Cap. 

Mel. Nay, fince my Lady is up fo high, 
The beſt thing, Molly, you can do's to fly. 

Sak. So ſhe is gone, and ſtill I keep the Field, 
One Way I ſee her 5 muſt yield; 
Love gave the Prize to her and War to me, 
And I can triumph now as well as ſhe. 


* AIR XIV. The Sun was juſt ſetting. 


© If I the pert Huſſey with Pleadwell ſbould 
* ar 
* Yeteer I'd permit her to bear off the Prize, 
* I'd drive ber au, or I'd tear out her Eyes. 
* In the Face of the Traitor, 
Fd fbew my Iil-nature; 
EEE” | 
© Be to get off. | 
© ] never Sb 3k 


* I or Trifles a Woman 
7 722 will he fire, 
« With and Deſire, 
F Bild or Bambouzled in Love. 
SCENE XVI The Watch-Houſe. 
| * To-morrow, when this damn'd unlucky 
ace, 
With Tears bedew'd, and cover d with Diſgrace, 
The Juſtice ſees, (O lamentable Caſe!) 
What wilt thou fay ? Nothing; the very Fright, 
Rat me, will hinder me from ſpeaking right ; 
To Newgate then, for want of Bail, muſt go, 
In one poor Dog—a Barber and a Beau; 
There pops my Coat for Garniſh—Strike me dead, 
2 are as empty as my Head. 
Then to the Seſſions, there to take my Sentence, 
Which turns me to the Parſen for Repentance. 
To Tyburn then, while as Pm ng by, 
Ladies diſſolve in Tears; nay, Butchers cry. 
There muſt thou, to the Shame of pretty Fellows, 
Sing Pſalms, and make thy * 
IERL 
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FizRI Facias, within. | 
Zounds ! give me Way, the Dog who dares reſiſt, * H 
Shall feel the Weight of my commanding Fiſt. * Bi 


SCENE XVII. « H 

_ ConsrTaBte, Wartcn, Fizz Facias, Gooszquilli, * I 
Tam, and others. | 1 

Confia. Good, dear Sir, hold. Zou 


Fieriſa. No, Dogs, I'll knock you down, 
PII murder all the Watchmen in the Town. 

Conſta. Help, Help, 

Trim. The Coaſt is clear, I find, and J, We 
To ſhew I ſometimes an't a Fool, will fly. 


SCENE XX. 


PFPixII Facias, Goos sui. 
Fierifa. Wounds ! how the poor diſheartned Cow- 
ards ſcour, 


Coe. The only Place in Town where we, 
At once, may both Polite and Vulgar fee ; 3 
Lords, Ladies of the Town and gallant Sparks, 8 


Spruce City Prentices and Lawyers Clerks; 

By Chance mongſt theſe the ſober Trader thruſt is, 
And now and then a countenancing Juſtice ; 
Coachmen attacking Courtiers for their Hire, 
Knights of the Poſt, the Pad, and of the Shire. , 
Fierifa. Good Company, well match'd, andf © Th 


ſuch as I defire. Uni 

* Gooſeg. One toſſes Brandy like cool Water up, Or 
Another ſips and fips from Coffee Cup; I dr 
Here oer Rack-punch ſome jolly Boys are roaring, I dr 
* There fits a Taylor, in a Corner ſnoring ; But 
Here a poor Poet ſquanders that away, N 


* Which would have purchas d him a Meal next Day; «C 

Here's ſwearing, bullying, yielding, buffing, lying, « B 

Here's one Whore ſinging, and another crying 1 © 
; e 2 


ILL, 


a 4 


5 C 
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* Here's fooling, laughing, ſhifting, finking, damning, 
* Bilking, bambozeling, bubbling, blund'ring, bam- 
ming ; | | 
Here's quarrelling, without Deſign to fight, 
In ſhort, there's every thing that is polite. { 
Fierifa. Egad my Brother Gooſe is in the Right. 3 
Zounds! I'm in Love with't fince you tell me 15, 
And rot the ſneaking Dog that will not go. 
AIR XV. The Man that is drunk. 
Well run our own Fun, and we'll bilk all the Whores, 
Fa la, la, &c. 
Break Bawdy-Houſe Windows, and thunder at Doors ; 
Fa, la, la, &c. | 
We'll make Mr. Conſtable yield to our Might, 
And his Myrmidons own us the Kings of the Night; 
Fa, la, la, &c. 


Acr IL. SczxE I. 
SCENE, Art. PrAIxsTTeEH' Shop, 


Sure, alone. 


H Jealouſy! thou Bane to Woman's Reft ! 
Thou cruel Traytor, nouriſh'd in my Breaft ! 
Thou, when the Houſe did all of Sleep partake, 
Unſeal'd my Eyes, and kept me wide awake : 
Or if one Doſe my burthen'd Heart reliev'd, 
I dreamt, ſoon wak'd, and found myſelf deceiv d: 
I dreamt 2 Moment of Ten thouſand Charms; 
But wak' d, and found the Pillow in my Arms. 
Not the gay City-Dame, when Spark ſhould come, 


© Could be more vex'd, if Huſband ſtay d at Home. 
« But 'tis, indeed, unhappy Woman's Fate, 
Too ſoon to love, grow conſcious oft too late. 


AIR 
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AIR XVI 


* The youthful Vi 
: Kine ding Spring, as rip ning Summer gay. 

An Men will be like Bees about * 4 > hq nol, <4 

* Till they have left their Sting and ſtole her — 


© aw 
© The Lilly, when its Beauty's gone, 
Away are all the fading Remnants thrown, 
© The Miſtreſs caſt, — on the Town : 
* The eaſy, yielding Maid, 
0 To Senſe of Fooll, and to ſhame betray'd. 
SCENE IL 


PorTER, SUKEY. 

Porter. Miſs Sukey, as this Morn I ope'd the Shop, 
I, from the — ſaw this Letter drop. 

Suk. I thank you, Thomas —<0—— 


Farewell, my bonny witty, &c. 


SCENE III. 


Suley, 2 From Pleadwell, happy Stars! the 
very Name | 
Gives my Soul Life, and ſets me in a Flame. [Read-.] 
Dear SurEY, 
Our laſt Night's Diſappointment cannot be 
To you fo grating, as it to me, 


But Thought has reach'd a Minute, which may 


rove 
Much more ſucceſsful to my ardent Love : 
Impatient of your coming all the Day, 
At Chambers will your luckleſs Lover ſtay : 
There, if ſhe will, may charming Sukey be 
Rezald with Pleadwell and a Diſh of Tea. 
Thus let me all my idle Fears deſtroy, 
And welcome thus the Meflenger of Joy. 
| [K; fer the Letter. 
AIR XVI. King's Arms. 


Oh! how my Heart is a leaping and ſhipping, 
And bounding as if from its Seat to come out 

My Head is grown dizzy, my Heels are tripping, 
And all my five Senſes are put to the Rout ; 


Such over Meaſure, 


Of Pleaſure, dear Pleaſure. Comes 


in, like the Roſe or Violet blooming, 


ues 
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Comes pouring upon me, my Cares to deſtroy, | 
Oh ! my Tongue faulters, 


My Blood its Courſe altert; 
[And all things about me partake of the Try. 
. | SCENE N. 
Mrs. Plains rir cn, MoLLr, Suxey. 
Plain. Here, Molly. 
Mol. — Madam. 
Plain This new Pattern take, 
And pay my low Reſpects to Madam Freal, 
I would myſelf — but you know what to ſay, 
*Tis in Cheapſidebe quick, and don't delay; 
Mol. I thank my Stars, the Temple's in the 
Way. [ Aſide.] 


SCENE v. 


| PrAaiNSTITCH, SUKEY. 
Plain. A Paper in her Hands! 


* Plain. Let's ſee that Paper you're ſecreting there. 
Suk. * Madam ? | 
Plain. — What have you there ? 
Suk. — —* Nothing. 
Plain. | © I ſee 


A Letter, Huſſey, therefore give it me 
* ALye ſo ready! — this is, Mrs. Smirk, 
The Way you ſpend your Time, and never Work; 
[Takes the Letter from her. 
I ſchool'd your idle Fellow Yeſterday, 
ut find my found Inſtruction thrown away; 
I'll not this Opportunity negleQ, : 
Once more Pl try my well-meant Words Effect. 
To him Fl go, while yet the Affair is rife, 
Mind you your Work, and ſtir not for your Life. 


SCENE VL 
Suley, alone. Unkind to me the Night has pat 


away, 


| And muſt this Cruelty attend the Day. 
| | 


C AIX 
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AIR WN Ar Salh in our Ally. 


© Shall Molly with briſk Gallants roam, 
And 1 and glance, and wheedle ; | 
* While in the Dumps I fit at home, | 
* Toexerciſe the Needle? FE 2” 
« Shall I, cum d, conform my Mind, 
e tedious Wark and Reading ? 
* If net for better things defign'd, 
* I am nut worthy my = erding. 


* Shall Betty and pert Sally boa | 
He all the Men adore em fs ; 
* While I'm neglected, tho' a 7 raft, | þ 


« 2 


.. 


Shall now 1 my every 5 1 


Ive — n of ber Tongue, 
— 5 and me 


She likes bim ſelf, and PI! have him, 
Pl have him 


Is ſpite of the Devil Il have bim. SCENE 
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SCENE VI. Przapwerir's Chambers. 
PLEADWELL, alane. 
Dull Law, afide——lt now is Time to fee 
How Love with Pleadwels Temper can _: 
Law, as tis fix'd, an open Road we find, 
On which, ſecure, we pilfer all Mankind: 
While Love his Votaries no further aids, 
Than breaking Vows, and violating Maids. 
Yet in both Courts (the Practice is not new) 
We find that Perjury muſt bear us through ! 
AIR XX. Blſtasth immortal Gods is be. 
In Love and Law we ſtrive in vain, 
By Merit, or by Right, to gain; 
Deſert ne'er charm'd the Ears and Eyes, 
Like _ 2 and flatt ring Lies. 
Nor can Right any Tenure hold, 
Like false nd 'd Oath 2 . tim d Gold; 
For which this Rea d, 
That Love and Fuſtice both are blind. 


SCENE VIL 
PLEADWELL, MoLLy. 


I know your Arts, Or I to ſee 
My Rival, whom you have preferr'd to me. 
© Plead. Can you believe there is a Laſs more fair, 
* Bleft with ſuch Eyes, and a genteeler Air? 
A Skin Þ ſoft and clear, and ſuch a Shape, 
* Would tempt a Hermit to commit a Rape ; 
* ToLove's Extremes drive Dr. Codex on, 
And make a very Charteris of Sir John ; 
* Ev'n her your Phadwell could unmov'd bebold, 
* Being only pleas'd his Molly to enfold. 
Mal. Alas! you flattering Man, born to deceive, 
As I poor ſimple Wretch am to believe? | 


O Sukey Ogle has your Heart, I find 


I am the eaſy Miſtreſs and the blind. [Charms 
Plead. Blind to yourſelf you are, and to thoſe 

Which will for ever draw me to your Arms ; 
C 3 You 
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You be deſpis d for ſuch a Thing as her, 

Sooner one Guinea I'd to ten prefer ; 

Sooner refuſe, well paid, a Bill to draw, 

And quit for Poetry the thriving Law ; 

Baffled by Bookſellers, by Players bit, 

Prove Fool by ftriving to be thought a Wit, 

* Sooner, by all the Gods, I tell you true, 

Fd turn Turk, Atheift, Hypocrite or Jeu. 
AIR XXI. — lying. 


Before Pll quit my Molly, 
The World ſball alter quite 3 
Great Men ſball laugh at Folly. 
And Wrong give Place to Right : 
The Courtier fly a Penſion, 
3 4s on _ Views ; 
ieſts have the ſame Pretenſion 
To Virtue, —_— Dues. 
6 II. 
To ſerve the State, a Drudge; 
| Religion make a Biſhop, 
Or Learning make a Judge; 
When Meaſures are concerted, 
That all the World agree; 
When Nature's thus inverted, 
1 may be fa to thee. : 
. Mal. You know the Art, be Paſſion ne'er ſo high, 


My Breaſt to calm, my —_——— —— 
d AIR XXII fy Maid Mary. 
Plead. Love invades me, 
And Hope per ſuades 5 frog 
Jam no poſſeſſing a „in you. 
Mol. O do not 194 2 ox 
Os Nor fo much Fondneſs ſhew, 
I ſhall believe you, Em ſure, if you do; 
Plead, Such thrilling Pleaſure my Boſom warms, 
Mol. Love of its Reaſon my Soul difarms ; 
| My Toy now will riſe ſo high, 
. Tin Exceſs ſhall die; 
Then preſs me kindly ta Death in your Arms. 


Both repeat, Such thrilling, &c. PLEaD- 


0 
0 
\ 


4 
0 
\ 
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PLaaDWELL. [ Knocking without, 

Bleſs me, who knocks! — TheBedchamber is there, 
Thither go you, you know the Cuſtom here. 

Mol. That by a Kiſs, as Pledge I need not doubt, 
When Client is dilpatch'd, you'll fexch me out. 

Plead. I give the Surety, Girl, and thank laſt Night, 
Am well prepar'd to do my Bondſman Right. 

SCENE Fx. 
| Pr FEADWELL, SUKEY. 

Suk. Pleadwell, Oh! Ten thouſand Charms 
Infpire my Breaft, when circled in your Arms : 
Oh! did you know what Hazards J have run, 
What Pains, what Hardſhips, I have 
© You'd gladly mindful of the Cares ve bore, 
Aſſure my Heart ſuch ne'er ſhall vex me more. 

Plead. What ſhall I do? Here' Il be a hopeful Rout. 


When one fair Rival finds another out; 


And Pm affur'd tis paſt the Art of Man, 

To keep 'em ſecret, conjure as he can. | | 
Sth. What, does my Pleadævell turn himſelf away? 

What, not a Word, a ſingle Word to fay ? 

For this have I been reſolute and brave, 

And try'd what Force our curſt Indentures have; 

* Even in ſpite of all our bugbear Laws, 

* Broke through each little Article and Clauſe ; 

Nor ever try'd to keep my Failures hid, | 

* Tho” Fornication is therein forbid ; 

Havel a fly, diſſembling Monſter lov'd ? 

Have I, to merit this Unkindnefs, prov'd 

That Inclination has the Power to — 

The ſtrongeſt Chain the feeble Law can make? 
« Plead. Sukey, I love you, nay, Fll ſwear it too, 

By Heav'n and Earth; may, by yourfelf, I do. 
* Suk. Oaths are but Words, and Words but Wind; 

* but you, „ | 

By your Unkindnefs, prove yourſelf untrue ; 

+ Elſe why this ſudden ſullen DiſreſpeR ? 

I vas in Hopes, inſtead of this Neglect, 

* T have met you warm, and doting on my Charms, 

* T'havejoin'd our Lips, and dos d you in my . 

| P, 
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Plend. Confus d about the ſure 
I know not what to do, or what to . 
Suk. Study no more Devices to deceive, 
Iwill have Proof, before I will believe. 
A I R XXII. Woe's my Heart that we ſhould ſunder. 
Plead. * What greater Proof can Mortal give 
* That Love ts in my Boſom polary 
* When ev'ry Moment that I live, 
* Your Name is in my Mind repeated? 
* When laſt I pleaded at the Bar 


* Cry'd to my Lord, my charming Fair, 
| MA Life, my Soul is wrapt in Sukey. 
Sul. Tito the other Room, the Proof will be, 


ing Fray, 


In your Alacrity in following me. [ Runs out. 
Plead. Zounds ! hold! Wounds ! Blood! what 
have I been about, 
Thus Miſchief, Love, and Murder, all will out, 
S ENE KX. 
PLEADWELL, Suxzr, MoLLy. 


ade ! 


3 
Sul. Let me come as the Slut. 


Mol. — — O bold her faſt! 
Jul. Tis all in vain, Tu have Revenge at lf. 
 Plead. Be patient, Sukey. 


Suk. . be, 
That is abus d, confus'd, and ores bs bans 
One Diſappointment was not thought 
Madam muſt put me to a ſecond Froof. 
Moal. rn 
I think this Time you've me. 
Suk. Detain me not, | | the Power of Hell, 
She ſhan't.ſo much as to bear the Bell. 
AIR _ 2 
Suk. My Spleen is =y Nature. 
a 
I bateher, © 


Like 


_ + They'd all grow Friends, ang e unite : 
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And will not brook ber Stay. 
Mol. Put off this ill-tim'd Fury ; 

It won't avail, aſſure you; 

Aſſure you; 

I ſhall not budge To-day. 
Suk. Unleſs this Place Er, 

Pl tear out Both her Eyes; 

Hear this Minx, then trembling and obey. 
Mol. Dou would be ebfolue; 

But I your Power diſpute ; 

And tell you, if you can you may. 
Suk. And is ſhe permitted to jeft with a Rage. 
Mol. N f 
Suk. An ampl 27 — th - 
uk. An ample nge my Pa 
Plead. Wounds ! why ball og Pol er, 
Suk. PII humble the Pride of 2 1323 
Mol. You'll find it a l Taſt, I be 
Plead. Then prithee, Girls, fight it out. 


SCENE XL | 
PRAD WELL, Mrs. PLamsTiCn; SuxEy, Mork v. 


Plain. Il dear, deluding Man, 
Fram'd to be falſe, ingrate, and to trepan ? 
Bleſs me, my Girls! —O Miſchief on-my Head, 
What have I, poor unlucky Creature, faid! 
Gi or Oran Heaven !—howcould you dare, 
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In Toite of Caution and my Care, 
* To EG 2 — and appear; 
— 


P 2 4 this Time your Aid 7 Aid 1 call 
For too much Wamen'z worſe than none at all. 
Plain. BaſeWretch! remember fatal Yeſter-night, 


Lou can't —_—_— 
PLzaDweLzL (to — 21 

Ladies, I think, to our general Ends, 

« bay wp we, our en hoe." <q * 

6 ree Kingdoms cavil every Day, 

8 5 | 

* Yet, ſhoulda foreign Army be in Sight, 


8 | 
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* So we ſhould let offending Diſcord go, 

And join our Force againſt the common Foe, 
uin. How ſhall I ſtifle now my riſing Phlegm ? 
* Areall, are all his Thoughts employ'd on them ? 

Shall they, ſuch chitty Jades, ſo happy be, 

* And can he not beſtow one Ward on me? 
Hence, from my Sight, avoid this wicked Room: 
Go, ye ungracious Minxes, Het ye home.. 


SCENE XII. 7 chem, Hunxs, 
Plead. Silence. | — 
Hunk. Sir, I'm a Man you'll gladly fee, 


This Hand brings Bus neſs in it, this a Fee; 
Peruſe this Settlement, dire& you muſt, 
Correct it finely, and the whole adjuſt. 
«* Plead. Sir, I'll do't. : 
* Hunk. Here the InftruQtions be, 
This, and the Parſon, gives a Wife to m6 ; 
* I, in Return, to make my Plainftitch great, 
Give with myſelf—a very good Eſtate 
Bleſs me ! what's here to dof —Ha! do I live? 
Do either Eyes or Spectacles deceive ? 
My Miſtreſs here ! I am ſtruck dumb with Wonder, 
Falſe, fickle, cruel, handſome 8 blud and Thunder 
Give me the Settlement again——Pm glad 
Tue found you out, my Duck 
_ Plead. —— — Sir, are you mad? [make me, 
* Hunk. Not quite ſo as ſhe and you would 
Nor yet the fondling Fool for which you take me, 
Give me the Guinea back, and let me go. . 
Plead. This is a Thing, indeed, I never do. 
The Settlement take hence, Sir, if. you pleaſe ; 
Bur Cuſtom bids me ne'er return my Fees. ; 
Hunk. Give me the Fee. 
Plead. Be pacify'd, my Dear. | 
Hunk. No, Piprevent the Horns from growing here. 
What, the Eftate, I now too plainly fee, 
Mortgag d to him, you'd ſell out-right to me; 
Were I to buy, tis greatly to be fear d 
The curſt Incumbrance never will be clear'd : | 
His Claim wouldfright meev'ry Night and Morning 
« Left he eject me at a Minute's Warning: 
Beſides, as h'as been planting. plowing, ſowing, 
Diſputes may riſe about the Crop that's growing 
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Plain. Help me! O help me! 6 
* Is then my Virtue fallen into Doubt? 
This Rage becomes you not. 
« Hunk Ay, you ſay true, 
It fits on me like Modeſty on you. 
Plain. Have ] for this withſtood the = Toupee, 
The gay Gallant, the Airy, and the 
* The dancing Fop, the grave Wealth-getting Cit, 
* The ſinging, fighing Coxcomb, and the Wit? 
Have I, whilſt Love has long in vain eſſay d, 
Liv'd five and fifty longing Years a Maid ? 
Baffled all Cupid's Wiles and juggling Tricks, 
And once ſaid, No, Sir, to a j and Six ? 
And when on you I'd onl - fix'd my Mind, 
« *. find you fo remorſeleſs, and unkind; 
ite under Foot my Fame and Virtue trod, 
0 « Tiike a Child could y y. who feels the Rod. | 
Plead. For ſhame, Sir, to a r 
Who 8 behold a ay 2 of Nike, 
Hunk. Ay, let her weep—the Crocodiles 
Shed Tears do kill, and coax us, to beguile us. 
Plain. What ſhall I live, and let a Monſter ſay, 
On him my Sighs and Tears are thrown away? 
© No, Sir, * this tho I your Love deſpiſe, 
Hold you quite loath'd N iſon to my Eyes: 
* Tho! all you ſay, or do, can ne er engage, 
Know that this Rage; 
And I have yet to gr — hw. 
I'll trounce you, Sr, Hldan you — Law; 
8 Witneſs I have of all 4 
Tul bring an Action, for your Contract .. "= 
For Damages ſuſtain d, I'll make you rue; 
In Dodor's-Commons play the Devil too. 
* Hunk. Ay, that will be the Devil. 
Plain. Did I care 
Painly to make my Innocence appear, 
My Girls can witneſs twas to fave my Fame, 
That I to be ſuſpected hither came. known 
Suk. Yes, Sir, my Miſtreſs came, Truth muſt be 
Our Wills to bar, [and gratify her own.] [Afide 
Plain. What fay you, Monſter, ncw ? 


Hunk. 
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Hunh. —— Why now I find, | 

T am compell'd on one Side to be blind ; 1 
And muſt, to ſcape the Fury of her Tongue, | 
Submit, becauſe Iam not in the Wrong, | 
Forgive me, deareſt. 


Plain. No, my injur'd Fame . 
Demands Attonement. „ 
Hunt. I have been toblame : | 


But on my Knees, as humble as I can, | 
I beg Forgiveneſs, for a failing Man. 
Plain. And do you think Pl let ſuch Infamy 
* Paſs quite forgotten and regardlefs by? 
* Hunk. O don't repeat my Failings, I'll agree z » 
Do what you will, I'll not the Error ſee; * 
Do but conſent to be my loving Wife, / 
© PH be an humble Dotard all my Life; 
If Promiſes can to my Int'reft fee you, | 
Pt let the very Templer come and fee you ; | 
PU prove ill Fame is only made of Lies; 
Nay, horn me to my Face, Il not believe my Eyes. 
Plead. Dear Madam, take your Lover to your Care, 
And think the Gentleman's Conditions fair. 
Plain. He knows my fooliſh Fondneſs well enough, 
He knows I'm made of penetrable Stuff ; 
* He knows my fond believing Love-fick Heart 
* Would burſt with Grief, if he and I ſhould part; 
If to a Reconcilement you incline, 
On the propos d Conditions you are mine. | 
* Hunk. Give me your Hands, your Lips. 
« Plain. Agreed. 
Hun. Content. > 4 
« Plain, Dear Sir, inſert it in the Settlement. 
Sul. They are = tis true, but Pm afraid, 
Our Peace will not fo eaſily be made. 
| SCENE XIII. 5 
PireapwelL, Hunxs, Tant in a Barbers Dreſo | 
STAYTAPE ina Taylor's Dreſs, with a Suit ofCleaths; | 
| Mrs. PLainsTITCH, Sukzr, MoLLy. | 
Trim. Pleaſe to be ſhav'd, Sir ? 
Stay. Sir, I've brough your Cloathes. 


Mol. 
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Mol. Bleſs me! in Metamorphoſe both our Beaux. 
Trim. Oh ! ruin'd and undone ! 


Stay — blown, found out. 
Trim. Diſgracd. ; | 


Stay. — — —getray'd. 
Trim. — — Nay, damn'd. 
Plead, What means this Rout? [down, 


Suk. Oh! I ſhall burſt—that Spark with Stockings 
In ſhabby Wig, and torn, diſtreſſed Gown ; 
Threads round his Neck, and Needles on his Sleeve, 
Shoes down at Heels could you the Fact believe? 
Addreſs d me very finely Yeſterday, 
Dreſs'd in the Mode, look d like a Courtier gay; 
Unmeaningly as any Parrot talk d, 
Like a French Dancer ſhambled as he walk d. 
And would as many pretty Fancies ſhew you, 
As gallant Dapper Pug, or fav'rite Chlee, 
tay. A. 
I ſee it plain, tis an z t Caſe, 
K iu. Ooay de 
Mol. hows | 1s the gay, , ſhan | 
Are all our Graces band's quite — clean 
No Similes to make of better Stuff, 
Than the fine Waſh ball, and the Powder- puff. 
Plead. Ladies, I think this Treatment is not fair, 
yu pon my 12 you = ſevere ; 
20 bey re di and ill-tim'd n no further carry, 
uſbands for you both, take up and marry. 
0 wy Art O hideous ! 
6 Plead. — 


Pad Come, come, tis indifcreet to be ſo ſhy. 
Suk. What Breaft, like mine ſo mean a Thought 
Td . harbour ? 
with a I aylor marry ! | 
Mol. , Ala Barber [both, 
Plead. P'haw, they are Gentlemen, I know them 
Of what I fay, Il freely take my Oath ; 
Men of Eſtates, but imitating Fove, 


[Love. 
Knew you were here, and chang d their Shapes for 
Good 
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Good 'Squires give me your Hands. 

Trim. = Hey dey, hey hoe! 

Stay. Hah ! what new Project's on the Anvil now! 


Beth. Good dear Sir, tell us what you are about, / 


Plead. Be wile, and confidently bear all out. 
As. I have ſaid, do you pretend to be, 
Men ot Eſtates, and eminent Degree; * 
I know their Pride, they can't that Bait deny, ] 
Gold makes more tender Maids than Love comply ; 
So ſhall you gain what you've fo long defir'd, 
And l be quit of that with which Pm tir'd, ¶ Aſide. 

Stay. Like ſcarlet Cloth your roſy Cheek appears, 
Your Wit is ſharper than a Pair of Sheers ; 
Such Flames to my poor Heart your Eyes fend in, 
They warm it like a Glaſs of Holland's Gin: 
Your Boſom whiter than a Parſon's Band, 
Softer than Bees-wax in the Sun your Hand ; 
Your Body neat with Bone and Buckram barr'd, 
Buy far is ſtreighter than a Taylor's Yard ; 
Whence wanton Love has let his Power looſe 


Which burns and preſſes on me like a Gooſe. a 


Suk. Fool, Ideot, Coxcomb ! | 
Stay, and behold me, if m doom'd to die. [and be 
Plead Sdeath, are you Fools ?—Marry at once 
From Scandal, Miſtreſs, and Indentures free : 
Beſides they've Lands, I ſay—the Lord knows where 
Houſes well built. and Caſtles in the Air. [Aſide. 
Suk. Well, you have laid ſuch noble Reaſons down, 
I muſt, in ſpite of Pride, my Paſſion own. 
Mol. And I, indeed, begin my Pride to ſee, > 
He has, and Love, work'd Miracles on me. 
Trin. Shall I believe my Happineſs, or no? 
© Stay. My Joy like a Spring-Tide, begins to flow, 
And if my Sukey don't receive her Part, 
It will break down the Flood-gates of my Heart 
Plead. Each of his Fair, long courted, now poſſeſs d 
Thinks in himſelf he is compleatly bleſt ; 
While I more Gaiety of Life to ſee, 
Imagine TI am bleſt in being free ;; 


But» 


_mrwAfi 
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But if domeſtick Diſcords ſhould ariſe, 
— — | 
Hope Confort may attend Lives, 
For now and then Pl! viſt alla — 
AIR XXV. Yau Mad Caps of England. 


turn d to Farce, by the Wits is decry d. 
| W rn 

e 
To be nothing but 8 and Farce 3 
arce all. 


Plain. The Court is a F 1 
The Biſhop and — Hands, and agree * 


A MEfs Maid of Honour, who! 
| II. Maids all. 


Trim. The Lan is a Farce full of Buſ neſs and Trouble, 
A Fund of Vexations, a Weſtminſter Bubble, 

Where, theScene laſts, Knaves fallout for 2 

When its over are „ like my Moll and me. 


Mol. LawnSleeves upon boneſt Men's Arms ave ſo ſearce, 
The Loy think — s make a Farce, 


you hear a grave Lard weryerinſy cal, 
at 


Trim. ne Ae Sad, or 


« When to — ber lf ef iin compli 
Mol. * But when Marriage, dull Marriage, the Car- 


comes on, 
« Pm 


pet 

greatly afraid that the Farce will be done ; 
« For that is an AB which te does 
6 22 


prove 
arces and Lowe. 
Fools all. 
| Plead. Our Parts are all over, yet yours flill remain, 
To damn or releaſe us at once from our Pain: 
With the Poet I'm Counſel, ſo pleading bis Caufe, 
I meve the * l 
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